David Amot

This was the thought that lay in wait for
him when he came back to consciousness ; this
was the thought that weighed upon him all
through a sleepless night of hideous desolation;
and he wondered how he would face the day
that lay before him. Would he be assailed by
the same terrible temptation; and, if so
assailed, could he be sure that he would have
courage to resist ?

As this doubt and dread were beating
upon his brain and racking anew every
fibre of his body and soul, a key turned in
the lock. There surged up in David's heart
a hope that Ludovick was coming to visit
him.

The door was heavy and swung back
very slowly; but it was not Ludovick who
entered; alas, not Ludovick, but Ludovick's
chaplain.

The Reverend McClorg showed the warders
a written paper. They nodded and went out-
side.

David's veins throbbed with fresh jerks of
pain; for the grim satisfaction on the face of
McClorg was not the expression of one bring-
ing a message of hope to the calumniated; but
rather the triumph of an Inquisitor rejoicing in
the blasting of a sinner.

David spoke first:

" Pardon me that I cannot rise to greet you.
I thank you for your coming. You bring
tidings of Rusco and his Lady ? "